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a perfect sheet of pouring rain which fell like a -all of water directly before us. Once we found ourse ?es in the midst of it, and not knowing then the pecul iri-ties of such storms, we took our drenching philosc hi-cally, and believed that it was like too many others mt had kept us soaked to the skin for hours. Seeing he sun shining in advance on the plain, the general ar I I put spurs to our horses and rode oat of the storn to perfectly dry ground. The sun came down on ui so hotly that we were soon enveloped in a halo of st< ,m from our drying clothes.
The history of one day's march was that of many; t ey were varied by small misfortunes over which we ami ed ourselves, but which were very serious affairs to he melancholy Ham. He had cooked by fireplaces in Kentucky, but never having lived out-doors before be gained his experience by hard trials. The little sh 3t-iron cooking-stove which we considered such a treas *e, was placed in the kitchen-tent on stormy nights, and he bit of pipe, put through a hole in the canvas, had in elbow so that it could be turned according to the di jc-tion of the wind.
One day, after camp was re-established, the gen -al saw the smoke pouring out of the opening of the kitcl n-tent, and hurried to see what was the matter. It as one of those days when the Dakota winds, like thos< of Kansas, blow in all directions; poor Ham was ba^ ly visible in the dense smoke inside the tent. "^ ry don't you turn the pipe?" the general called, above lie tempest; and Ham shouted back, " Griniril, I did; ee whar she's p'intin' now?" His master's sides sh >kled ua to halt in time to escapes of the plebeians, as they dane< around their chiefs and contorted their bodies to 1:.MHMii fjuitti at efinn and drovu IIWHV.
